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European Catholics. I saw Jains with handker-
chiefs pressed to their lips ; white-clad Gandhi-ites
with shaven heads, wearing white chef-like caps and
dressed according to their master's precepts in the
home-spun fabrics, woven on hand-looms from flax
or cotton made on native spinning-wheels, which
are sold in their co-operative stores, And at the
street-crossings, like buttercups sprouting from the
asphalt, stood bare-legged Ncpalese constables in
dark blue uniforms and bright yellow turbans.
Now and again I came on countryfolk from the
villages of the interior, but always isolated units,
never the picturesque confusion of an up-country
crowd. Unawares, these immigrants have yielded
to the contagion of the city. They have strayed far
afield from the brown farrago of flat roofs and cow-
dung walls that is an Indian village, where the
children are too tired to cry, the dogs too weak to
bark, where in the dawn the peasants move so
slowly that the buffaloes and cattle, dustily,
lethargically ambling down the village street, out-
pace them on their way. Here, unwittingly, they
have learned to hold their heads up, to make haste.
The afterglow of dreams has left, or all but left, their
eyes; and, with the dreams, the smiles.
There are many temples in Bombay and all
religions are catered for, but in the Bombay crowd,
as far as I could judge, the deep religious zeal that
animates the population of the Native States was
lacking. The people round me seemed to have
thrust the deity out of their daily life, relegated him
to the temple. They do not, like the men of
Udaipur, walk hand in hand with God, nor ever
are their hearts, like those of the worshippers at
Benares, thrilled by a divine hysteria. The sense
of godhead has stayed behind in the Indian village,

